THE LION^S MOUTH

telegram to set our nerves tingling and shatter
our peace of mind.
Leonie Chandos Littai,
Dare not come
Mary a.
The day was Monday, and on Wednesday
we were to have met her ten miles our side of
the frontier of Riechtenburg.
Dare not come. . . .
That we should be greatly concerned was
natural enough. Marya Dresden was no
coward, nor was she given to crying before she
was hurt. Little wonder, then, that we found
her message pregnant with serious news, and,
what was worse, we had not a shadow of doubt
that the trouble now besetting the Countess
had sprung from her friendship with us, if not
direct from her purpose to stay in our house.
Such interference was monstrous, but, as I
have said, Prince Paul was by nature ignoble
and I can think of no practice to which, if it
served his hatred, he would not have stooped.
We could not call upon Sully, for he was
gone to Vichy to take the cure, and when we
had posted to Meagre, our nearest town, and
had telephoned to Vigil to be told that no
reply could be had from the Countess' house,
we were alarmed in earnest for the well-being
of our friend.
" We must telegraph," said I. " She may
have shut up the house/*
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